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The Right You Thought Was Wrong 


E 
OCTOBER 1995 


Bucharest, Romania 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Dave Murray was restless. The previous night's show left him feeling out-of-sorts and the small hotel room 
which he had to share with Janick was giving him claustrophobia. For the hundredth time he allowed his mind 
to think back to previous years, when Maiden was on top of the heavy metal world, headlining huge festivals 


and playing sold-out shows all over the world. He forced his thought back to the present, finishing his morning 
ablutions. Bruce was gone now and the band was in a different phase. It didn't necessarily mean they were 
declining in popularity, the guitarist reminded himself. It would take time for the public to get used to Blaze, 
and the singer was trying his best to fill shoes he should never have been asked to fill. But meanwhile, the 
band was playing venues as small as they had played fifteen years ago and the promoters were asking them all 


to share hotel rooms to save money. 


Dave honestly didn't mind sharing a room with Jan. Jan was his closest friend in the band now that Adrian was 
gone, and he couldn't ask for a better roommate. Emerging from the bathroom Dave glanced at the other bed 
where Jan still slept, long honey-blonde hair messily spread across the pillow. They had been out drinking 
together until after three and it was only ten in the morning now, but Dave had been sleeping fitfully and had 
finally given in and got up. 


Janick stirred, rolling over with a moan as Dave hoisted his suitcase to the luggage stand and rummaged in it 


for a clean shirt. 
"Sorry, mate. Didn't mean to wake you," Dave apologized. 


Jan's only answer was a groan and he swept the hair back from his face, squinting at the clock on the 


nightstand. "What are you doing up so early?" he mumbled, 


"Couldn't sleep. | think I'll go for a bite of breakfast and have a look at the local shops." It was a tradition of 
Dave's to buy a little souvenir for his wife from every city, and maybe some little gifts for his daughter. 


Jan sat up, rubbing his eyes, "What the fuck did | drink last night?" he muttered, 
Dave had to laugh, "It's your own fault - you wanted to try Palinkal" 


"Yeah, well now that I've tried it, never again!" Jan grumbled, throwing his legs from under the covers and 


sitting upright. "Have you looked at today's schedule?" 
Dave nodded, shrugging into a shirt and tucking it into his jeans. "Blaze and ‘arry have some interviews this 
afternoon, but the rest of us are free. Fancy checking out the downtown area tonight? We're not leaving for 


Hungary until late tomorrow.’ 


Jan laughed, heading for the bathroom, "Need you ask?! Right now, though, I'm going to have a hot shower. It's 
fucking freezing here!" 


"Right, then. | should be back in a few hours and then we can decide which clubs are worth checking out later!" 
Dave grabbed his room key, tucked his wallet in his pocket, and left as Jan vanished into the bathroom. 


Stepping off the elevator, Dave started across the lobby when he heard his name being called. A lady at the 


reception desk was hailing him. 


"Mr. Murray?" The woman's accent was thick, but she gestured for him to come over. Dave nodded, waiting 


for her to continue. 
"Message," she handed him a note scribbled on a piece of notepaper, "from Mizter Smallvood." 


Dave read the note - it was written as sort of a bulletin and addressed to all the band and crew. Because of 
the area of the city where the hotel was located, everyone was asked not to wander around unaccompanied by 
security and to use taxis whenever they left the hotel. Dave sighed. He'd been looking forward to a stroll in 
the brisk autumn air, but after a glance through the glass lobby doors he understood the precaution. This was 
not one of the five-star hotels such as the band had once stayed in; this was a smaller, older building in a 
more rundown part of the city. Perhaps two dozen people were lounging around on the pavement in front of 
the hotel and while most were obviously Maiden fans wearing band tee shirts and war vests, some looked to 


be common thugs. Dave decided to grab a bite to eat at the breakfast buffet, then try to procure a cab. 


Half an hour later, Dave was frustrated and disappointed. Though the desk clerk tried her best, she had been 
unable to locate a taxi that could arrive for at least another hour. Having little choice, Dave finished the apple 
he had grabbed from a fruit bowl and asked for a few doughnuts and a Styrofoam cup of coffee to go, 


returning to the room to wait for the call that a taxi had arrived. 


The room was quiet and appeared empty when Dave entered, then he heard muted sounds from the bathroom 
and a wisp of steam from under the door telling him that Janick was still in the shower. Jan had partially 
opened one of the drapes covering the sliding glass doors to the tiny balcony and gray daylight left a thin trail 
across the worn carpeting. Still wanting a breath of fresh air, Dave took the small bag of pastries and his 
coffee outside, closing the door behind him against the chilly air. The balcony was barely large enough to hold 
the bistro table and two chairs, but Dave sat and removed the lid from his coffee to let it cool. The city 
spread out around him, and though some of the nearby buildings were taller than the hotel, all were designed 
with the same Baroque style of two hundred years before. Dave loved this aspect of touring. Though not as 
into architecture as Janick was, he nevertheless enjoyed absorbing the different local atmospheres they were 
exposed to. He sipped his coffee, letting his mind wander. 


A slight sound from within the room broke his reverie a few minutes later and he glanced back into the room 
through the parting in the drapes. Though the gap was only a few inches wide, he could clearly see Janick 
emerge from the bathroom with a towel tied around his thin waist, vigorously drying his hair with another 
towel. Tossing the towel aside, he raked his fingers through his hair, then without warning dropped the towel 


from his waist. 


Dave had been about to call out to him to ask if he wanted a doughnut, but now he stopped himself. Though 
the band members often changed in the same dressing room before a show, this was different because Jan 
obviously believed he was alone and Dave did not want to embarrass him. He turned back to the view of the 
city, listening to the sounds common to every city in the world - traffic, the murmur of voices, distant 


sounds of construction and industry. After a few minutes had passed, Dave glanced back into the room, feeling 


sure that by now his roommate had time to get dressed. 


But no. Janick was still standing stark noked, facing the full-length mirror mounted on the wall at right angles 
to the bottom end of his bed. Dave drew a breath to clear his throat to alert Jan of his presence. Then he 
almost choked on that breath. As he watched, Jan let one of his hands lightly trail up his stomach to his chest 
and swirl in a circle around a brown, pebbly nipple! Oh shit! Dave was on the very edge of indecision. There had 
been something decidedly erotic about Jan's simple movement and Dave knew that he had to speak up now 
before Jan got further involved in... in whatever he was doing. But Dave couldn't find his voice and he felt 


immobilized, frozen to his seat. 


Janick's hand continued to lazily circle his nipple, then his other hand slowly smoothed over his flat stomach 
and down his hip. Dave swallowed hard, cursing himself for his hesitation, but before he could move or speak 
Janick suddenly knelt in front of the open suitcase at the end of his bed, pulling out a small, zippered black bag 
that Dave had assumed was a toiletries kit. Jan pulled some objects from the bag and Dave caught a glimpse 
of pink and the sheen of satin What the fuck! Jan was sitting on the end of his bed, slightly out of Dave's 
view, but when he stood again in full view he was wearing long pink silk stockings, a tiny pink G-string, and a 


lacy white pair of suspenders! 


This had gone too far, Dave knew. How could he make his presence known now without mortifying Janick? But 
what could he do? With resolve, he turned away, scooting his chair slightly to face away from the room. It 
was none of his business, he told himself. Everyone has secrets, everyone has a kink or two in their closet. But 
Dave wasn't seeing the gray overcast skies above his head or the somewhat shabbily beautiful buildings 
across the street. His mind was burning with the image of Janick's long, lean body wearing nothing but a 


barely-there G-string and stockings, his fingers gliding across his pale skin almost delicately. 


God damn it! Dave shook his head to push away the images. It was his fault for not calling out to Jan as soon 
as he returned to the room. Jan understandably believed he had a few hours to himself and was apparently 
prepared to make the most of it. Now he, Dave, was stuck out here in the chill until Jan finished... finished 
what, exactly? Dave opened one eye toward the gap in the drapes, almost hoping that the light had shifted 
enough so he could no longer see inside. No such luck. Jan was standing in front of the mirror again and almost 
in full silhouette, and it was plainly obvious that he had a full erection. His hands were circling both nipples now 
and as Dave watched Jan let his head fall back, his damp, wavy hair cascading across his back as his eyes 


closed in pleasure. 


‘| can't watch this, Dave told himself, ‘This is sooo wrong! But it was as if he couldn't look away. He told 
himself to turn his back to the door, he told himself to cough or make some sound to alert Jan that he was 


out there, but he couldn't seem to move. 


Jan was swaying slightly on his feet now the way Dave had seen him do a million times during guitar solos, and 
his fingers were no longer merely circling his nipples but were plucking at them, pinching rather hard, or so it 
appeared to Dave. One hand left his chest to glide down across his taut stomach, but rather than going 
directly to his groin, as Dave expected, Jan slid his fingers across his hips and under to lightly tease his balls. 
The coffee cup with its now cold contents slipped from Dave's fingers to spill the last remaining drops on the 


table, and Dave jumped back a bit to avoid the liquid. 


Dave stared at the small spot of spilled coffee for several seconds, determined not to look back inside the 
room. He shivered. There was a cold breeze, but he was wearing a warm fleece jacket. He wasn't shivering 
from the cold, he knew - it was because of this absurd situation he'd gotten himself into. It wasn't too late. He 
could push over a chair or something to make a noise, letting Jan know he was there without revealing that 
he'd seen anything that was taking place inside the room. But he didn't. Instead, he slowly opened his eyes, 
looking back through the curtains. 


Jan was sitting on the end of the bed now and Dave was perversely glad, because he could no longer see the 
full length of his body, but from his movements there was no doubt what the other man was doing. His long 
legs were spread directly in front of the mirror and his hands were running across his thighs and hips, still 
avoiding his hard-on, with one hand occasionally sneaking up to tweak a nipple. Dave felt his breath hitch as one 
of Jan's hands finally slid across his groin, and even though he couldn't hear, Dave knew from Jan's expression 
that the movement had elicited a moan. Jan's movements were languid and indolent, he was deliberately teasing 


himself, and Dave was slowly becoming aware that his own jeans felt tighter. 


When that realization hit him, Dave forced himself to turn away. Good God, was he getting aroused by 
watching his friend masturbate?!?! Dave had been in the music business since he was a teenager and had 
witnessed every sort of debauchery imaginable, but this was an entirely different matter. He was spying on 
his friend like some sort of sleazy voyeur, and he knew he should be ashamed of himself. He reached down and 
adjusted himself in his jeans, though his hand may have lingered there longer than necessary. He fervently 
wished he could close the damned drapes all the way, but it was too late for that. He held out for as long as 
he could, mentally counting down from one hundred, then running through song lyrics in his mind, anything to 
keep his mind from what was happening in the room, but it was no good. He opened his eyes again, peering 
from the corner of his eye as though that made it all better somehow. 


Oh shit! Oh, hell no! Jan was digging into the little black bag again and emerged with an object that made Dave 

feel as though his heart was going to pound through his chest. Was that... it was! A dildo! A neon-pink, rather 
large, dildo! Oh fuck, what the hell was he supposed to do now?? He couldn't just sit out here while Janick, his 

bandmate, his drinking buddy and best mate, fucked himself with a dildo! Jan was stroking the dildo across his 

body now, lying back on the bed with his feet still on the floor and his legs still spread before the mirror, and 
he was obviously working himself up into quite a state. His hips moved slightly, bucking as he traced the tip of 
the dildo down across his stomach, one hand again furiously working at a nipple, and when he pulled the tip of 

the sex toy directly across his prominent erection his hips bucked completely off the bed. 


That was when Dave lost it. He reached down again to adjust his jeans and jostled the table, knocking the bag of 
doughnuts off and over the low railing. He instinctively made a frantic grab for them, upsetting the tiny table 
completely and turning it on its side with a loud clatter. Shit! Dave righted the table and dared to glance into 
the room, only to see a blur of flesh as Jan disappeared quickly into the sanctuary of the bathroom. 


God damn it! Now, what was he supposed to do! Dave looked with remorse at the pastry bag lying squashed 
three stories below on the sidewalk, then took a deep breath. He couldn't stay out here forever, though a part 


of him wished he could. He had to face the music; he had to face Jan. Maybe he could still bluff his way 
through this and Jan would never know he'd seen anything. Steeling himself, he opened the sliding door. 


"Jan? Janick?" Dave called tentatively, crossing the room to the closed bathroom door and trying not to look at 
the contents of the black bag that still lay open on Jan's bed. There was a bit of bright red lace poking out of 
it, and Dave quickly averted his eyes. 


There was total silence from the bathroom. Dave was torn with indecision, but he couldn't avoid the situation 


He tapped lightly on the door. 


"Jan? Are you okay, mate?" Dave winced as soon as the words were out. What an inane thing to say. "I... | didn't 


mean to startle you by making all that noise.” 


Still silence. Dave waited, frantically trying to come up with something To say. After a moment, Dave tried the 
door. Locked. 


"You can't stay in there forever, Jan. Listen |. | want to apologize." 


The door opened so quickly Dave took an involuntary step back. Jan had re-dressed in his pajamas and stood in 
the doorway, not speaking, a deer-in-the-headlights look in his eyes. 


"How long were you out there?" Jan finally spoke, his voice so low it was almost a mumble. 

"I. | came back to the room while you were in the shower. |. | was just out there having some coffee and 
doughnuts. Then | dropped the doughnuts and knocked over the table.. | didn't mean to startle you." Dave knew 
he was rambling. 

"Why didn't you say something?" 

There it was; the question Dave had no answer for. "| was going to ask if you wanted a doughnut, but... 
"Were you watching?" 


"Watching?" Dave repeated dumbly, still desperately hoping for a way out of this. 


"The curtains were open When you knocked the table over | looked out and saw you, so that means you could 


look in and see me." 


"No! Well., | mean, | saw you come out of the bathroom, but.." Dave sighed, knowing that he was trapped. 
"Goddamn it, Jan, okay! Yes, | could see you in here and l.. | know | should have said something. | wasn't 
watching on purpose, |... Dave's voice fell and he lowered his eyes to the cheap linoleum floor, "I couldn't seem 
to help myself," he finished lamely. After another long moment of silence from Jan he looked up again. Jan's 


expression was inscrutable. "| didn't want to interrupt," Dave offered weakly. 


At that, Jan let out an involuntary laugh. "That's all you have to say? You saw me wearing..." he faltered, "and 


| was..." again he couldn't finish the sentence, "and all you can say is you didn't want to interrupt!?" 

Dave felt himself blushing; he knew his cheeks were as red as apples but he wanted to set Jan's mind at ease, 
"None of that is any of my business, is it? And maybe.," Dave lowered his eyes again, "maybe | was kind of 
enjoying the show." 

That statement was met with more silence, and Dave cursed himself. He hadn't intended to say that; he hadn't 
even admitted it to himself until the words were out of his mouth. He didn't dare raise his eyes, but he could 
feel Jan's gaze on him. 

Ill leave you alone now, Jan," Dave turned, still without meeting Jan's eyes. "I've got a cab coming soon.." 
"Dave?" 

Dave turned back and slowly looked up at Jan 


"You're not going to say anything to anyone, are you?" There was a note of real worry in Jan's soft voice. 


"Of course not!" Dave turned back, eager to reassure Jan that his secret was safe. "| would never do that! 
What you choose to do in private is nobody's business!" 


Jan looked visibly relieved and managed a smile, "Right, then Thanks, man. | mean it." Jan took a step closer, 


"Thanks!" 


Dave felt something pass between them and for a moment he felt like he couldn't breathe. With an effort he 
shook the sensation off. 


"No worries! Um..'l be out for a couple of hours and I'll let you know immediately when | get back No rude 


interruptions again, | promise!" Dave managed a weak grin 


Jan laughed softly and his cheeks were flushed. Dave turned to leave, but he felt Jan's hand on his shoulder. 


Again, he turned. Jan was standing very close. 


"Umm..Dave. You can stay, if you want to." 


~*~ THE END ~*~ 


